The Were-Eds and the White Wolf

Part 1
Strange Dreams

It was a warm night in the cul-de-sac, and Double D was typing away at his computer trying to finish his homework before their break started.  However, that wasn't easy with the two distractions sitting in his room. Ed lay on the floor reading one of his comics, giggling with the turn of every page.  Eddy sat on the bed, scribbling notes about his latest scam and muttering to himself loudly.  Double D sighed and leaned back in his chair; even though he wasn't getting his work done, this was how he liked it, normal.  His mind began to wander to events in the past; instinctively, he reached up and grabbed his neck.  His hand felt nothing but smooth skin, of course it would, it had been over a month since the eclipse.  The marks of that day had faded long ago.  He thought about Marie and of the night they shared back then, and of the secret walks they've been taking every so often. All of this made Double D  blush; wrapped in his thoughts Double D let out a sigh.

"Hey sockhead," scolded Eddy, "you thinkin about what happened back then?" He eyed Double D suspiciously, trying to gauge his response.  Double D smiled sheepishly, he'd been caught.

"Observant as ever Eddy," he replied with a grin.  He sighed again, why was he thinking about all that?

"Let it go Double D, its over and we won," replied Eddy returning to his notes, "whats there to think about?"  Double D knew Eddy was right, he turned back to his computer to finish his work.  Deep down however, he had a feeling something wasn't right almost like something was about to happen.

Later that night as Double D tossed and turned in his sleep his mind wandered into a dark dream.  "Where am I," thought Double D as he walked through a black abyss.  The space seemed familiar yet alien at the same time, he knew he'd never been here before.  Yet as he walked he felt like someone was watching him.  Double D could see light ahead of him, and what appeared to be two figures moving around erratically.  Sounds of a fierce battle reached his ears, yet he couldn't avoid it; he was being drawn towards the two blurred fighters.  Double D's fear began to grow as the figures came into focus.  What he came upon horrified Double D as he exclaimed, "thats me!"

One of the figures was familiar, it was Double D from four years ago as a werewolf.  He growled with rage at his opponent, ready to attack.  The other figure looked just like Double D but with glowing red eyes and sharp fangs, he looked just like a vampire.  Both fighters were bloodied and bruised, signs of an obvious struggle.  They rushed each other with fangs bared, ready to kill each other.  The sight horrified Double D so much that he sat bolt upright in his bed, drenched in a cold sweat.  It was hard for him to remember anything about the dream, just an overwhelming sense of dread.

"What was that," whispered Double D to himself.  He was still shaking a little when he finally fell back to sleep and finished the night with dreamless slumber.

"Good morning Double D," said Ed greeting his friend, "whoa, you don't look so good."  The dark circles under his eyes gave Double D away in a heartbeat.  "Get enough sleep sockhead," goaded Eddy, "you look like you had a rough night."

"It was just a bad dream," replied Double D, "I'll be fine."  Edd hated to lie, he hadn't felt so good since last night, but he didn't want to concern his friends.  He didn't give the dream another thought and spent the rest of the day hanging out with his friends.  His night was less peaceful, once again Edd was having a nightmare.


Double D found himself back in the black abyss, walking towards the light again.  This time however he knew someone was watching him, some strange person yet he didn't feel threatened by it.  He knew where he was going but he couldn't stop himself, he was being pulled towards the fight in the distance.  He knew what waited him there and he would do anything to avoid it.  As he drew near the fight he thought, "why is this happening, what's going on with me?"  He came upon the battle with just as much fear and disgust as before.  The two fighters were struggling to take each other down.  Both looked more injured than the night before, this worried Double D.  "Why are they fighting each other anyways," thought Edd, "it doesn't make sense."  He began to wonder if this had something to do with what happened during the eclipse.  Suddenly, the werewolf Edd landed a piercing blow to the vampire version of himself who staggered back in pain.  A sudden pain shot through Double D and he found himself dizzy.  An unfamiliar voice echoed through the darkness, "time to wake up Eddward."  He woke to a sick feeling in his stomach, and sat upright.

"Ugh, that was a bad idea," Double D said as he felt lightheaded.  This time he remembered everything, even the voice that woke him up.  He looked around to see if there was anyone in his room, but he was alone.  "This can't be good," whispered Double D, "who was that voice?"

The next day, Double D wasn't the only one who looked like they didn't sleep well.  Ed had no energy and was unusually quiet.  "Whats with you guys," yelled Eddy, "you two look like your sick or something!"  Double D did feel sick now, he felt tired and weak.  Poor Ed looked like he didn't sleep a wink.  "I wanna know whats goin on," scolded Eddy.  Ed spoke first, "I had a bad dream last night, a weird voice was calling out to me and I saw something but I can't remember."

"I've been having bad dreams too," said Double D, "strange images and voices too."  Double D stared at Ed and thought, "it can't be a coincidence."  Eddy looked suspicious, he wondered if this had anything to do with what happened to those two.  "Hey Lumpy," said Eddy, "what else do you remember?"

Ed thought for a moment ,he looked troubled and said, "well in the dream I was a... werewolf again."  Eddy and Double D were shocked, they thought those days were behind them.  "Fess up Sockhead," scolded Eddy, "what did you really see?"  Double D looked at the ground, he then explained about the fight in his dream each night.

"Thats too weird," said Eddy trying to figure out what was going on, "I'm gonna look into this more, just in case anything weirder starts to happen."  Eddy stomped off without warning, leaving Double D and Ed standing in the cul-de-sac.  Edd thought of going to talk about this to Marie, he lowered his head and blushed at the thought of her when suddenly. "Where's he off to," said Kevin coming up to the duo, "whoa, you dudes don't look to good."  Rolf followed him, "good morning Ed-boys, where is the loud mouth Ed-boy going?"  "I don't know," replied Edd, "he just left without telling us where he was going."  Nazz and Johnny walked up to join the group, "hey guys, whatcha doing," said Johnny.  All the commotion brought Sarah and Jimmy running.

"Whats all the racket about," demanded Sarah, agitated at the noise.  Edd was about to explain what happened when he suddenly felt dizzy, everything started to spin and then fade to black.  The last thing he saw was Ed hitting the pavement, and Nazz cry out, "Double D!"

The next thing Edd knew he was back in the black abyss of his dream.  "This can't be right," thought Double D getting worried, "what happened, why am I here?!"  The inky darkness was eerily quiet, even the sounds of the fighting was gone.  Edd ran where he had always seen the battle, when he got there he recoiled in shock.  Both fighters lay on the ground, unconscious, covered in wounds and blood.  They both looked on the verge of death.  "What happened to them," said Double D, "does this have anything to do with me passing out?"  He reached out to touch them but pulled his hand back and thought, "why am I afraid, I was one these before."  He reached out again but was interrupted by the strange voice.

"I wouldn't touch them if I were you," said the voice in the darkness, "they might wake up, and then we'd have a real problem on our hands."  Double D looked in the dark for the source of the voice.

"What happened to them," demanded Double D, "did you do something to them!" 

"All I did was put them to sleep," said the voice, "they were about to kill each other, if I let that happen you'd be dead."  Double D gulped when he heard that last part and whispered , "dead?!"  He gathered his courage, stared into the darkness and shouted, "who are you, what do you want from me?"  He spun around and came face to face with a strange sight.  A werewolf, with pure white fur and golden eyes stood staring at him.  He had strange blue swirling patterns on his body that gave off a soft blue glow.  Double D was about to run but for some reason he wasn't afraid, this wolf felt... friendly.

Edd repeated his previous question, "who are you?"

The werewolf replied, "walk with me, and I will explain everything.